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Our Lady Vi 
Yet We Say 


sits Us And 
“So What?” 


By Rev. Thomas Rowland 


“He hath not done in like manner to every nation.” Psalm 147. 

Each Mother’s Day some commentator remarks it is a shame 
we need a special day to honor our Mothers. To which we generally 
add a hearty Amen. Yet we Catholics in America neglect Our Blessed 
Mother, and think nothing of it! 

Our Lady has honored us in a very special way. But most of 
us don’t even know about it. In 1933, on the occasion of the 400th 
anniversary of her apparition at Guadalupe, 500 Bishops throughout 
the world asked for the feast to be extended to the Universal Church! 

Rome, however, refused to grant the request — because her 
own children do not even honor her as they should! 

A Wonderful Day 

It all began in 1533 with an 
Indian by the name of Juan 
Diego. He was an Aztec, a convert 
to Christianity, one of the few 
converted by the early work of the 
Spanish missionaries. It was a 
Saturday morning, December 9, 
and the 55 year old childless wid- 
ower was on his way to Mass. 

It was not quite dawn. Juan 
was dressed in his work clothes, 
so he could go to his fields when 





he returned from Mass. The Mass 
was celebrated in Mexico City, 
some 12 miles away, on the other 
side of Tepeyac hill. Covering his 
other clothes was his Tilma, a 
sort of apron made from a cactus 
fiber cloth, much like finely woven 
Jurlap sacking. 

This was not a special trip for 
Juan, but a weekly trip to assist 
at the Holy Sacrifice and to re- 
ceive his instructions in the Ca- 


tholic faith from the Franciscan | 


fathers. 
A Beautiful Lady 

Dawn was just breaking as he 
reached Tepeyac hill. All of a sud- 
den the hill was covered with a 
brilliant light and thousands of 
birds began to sing. Looking up, 
Juan saw a cloud of white and 
around it a rainbow whose colors 
were formed by rays of dazzling 
light that blazed from the middle 
of the cloud. Then he heard a 
voice telling him to come nearer. 
He obeyed and there she was, a 
beautiful lady. She called him by 
the endearing diminutive, Juan- 
ito, and asked him where he was 
going. 

Then she spoke: ‘““Know my son, 
my little one, that I am the ever 
Virgin, Holy Mary, Mother of the 
true God, who is the Author of 
life, the Creator of all things, the 
Lord of Heaven and Earth, pres- 
ent everywhere. It is my wish 
that a church be built to me in 
this place to bear witness to my 
love, my compassion, my help 
and protection. 

“Here I will show myself a lov- 
ing Mother to you and to all those 
born in these lands, and to all 
those who love me and trust in 
me, for I am your loving Mother. 
In order that I may realize all 
that my love desires, go to the 
Bishop in Mexico City and say to 
him all that you have seen and 
heard. Tell him also of the church 
that I desire. 

“Be assured that I shall be 
grateful, and I will reward thee 
and make your life happy. I will 
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cause thee to become worthy of 
the labor you have undertaken 
and the trouble you will have 
doing what I ask. Now you have 
heard all my desires, my little son. 
Go and do your best.” 


Juan Is Worried 

Juan Diego, dressed in his work- 
ing clothes, went to the palace of 
the bishop. The bishop heard his 
story, and sent him away, sug- 
gesting he come back in a few 
days, figuring that by then the 
hallucination would have passed. 

Poor Juan was very discour- 
aged. It was almost night time 
now, for, alter all, a farmer just 
doesn’t get to see a bishop right 
away. The only thing to do was 
go and tell the Lady what had 
happened. Sure enough, she was 
waiting for him. Juan suggested 
she find a nobler person to send 
next time; then maybe the bishop 
would believe. But the Lady said 
that he was to go back. 

So on Sunday, after Mass and 
Catechism, Juan went once more 
and sat in the palace vestibule 
until the bishop found time to 
talk to him. Juan answered every 
question the bishop asked, but 
still His Grace was not satisfied. 
He must have a sign. What kind 
of sign he did not know. But he 
must have a sign. However, he 
was so interested that when Juan 
left he had two servants follow 
him. Naturally enough Our Lady 
would have no such conduct and 
Juan disappeared right before 
their eyes. 

Our Lady’s Reward 

Juan meanwhile went right 
back to where the Lady had been 
the night before. And there she 
was. She thanked him, and told 
him to come back the next day 
and she would give him a sign. 
She thanked him again, saying, 
“Don’t worry, I will reward you 
for all that you have done.” 

While going home, Juan stop- 
ped by to see his uncle and found 
him critically ill. He spent the 
night there, and all the next day, 
taking care of his uncle. His nurs- 
ing was of no use. So, on the 
morning of the 12th, he went to 
get the priest for his uncle. Then 
he remembered that he had not 
gone to see the Lady She would 
probably be waiting for him now 
and he didn’t have time to see 
her and explain things. He decid- 
ed not to go near Tepeyac hill. 

Imagine his surprise then, when 
all of a sudden there She was! 
Our Lady consoled him, reassured 
him that his uncle would be all 
right. She would take care of his 

(Continued on Page Four) 





A Love Letter To 
Almighty God 


Eddie Doherty 











Dear Lord God: Thanks for 
sending the blue jays to Madonna 
House this morning. They were 
|so nice to watch. The sun was 
| bright and happy, though entirely 
| without warmth, and it enhanced 
'the vivid color of their plumage. 
| They were, I thought, a bright 
| blue Resurrection a lovely 
| surge of life rising out of the cold 

dead Autumn into the sunlight 
| of Your love — to prove there is 
no death. 

They enchanted me for a little 

|while with their graceful swift 
attacks, their amorous pursuits, 
| their joyous flights into the white- 
| green beauty of the frosted pines, 
|or over the sparkling gray-blue 
| water of the Madawaska. 


| Our Lady In Blue 

But when I looked up and saw 
| Your clear blue sky, and the soft 
| white clouds that travelled across 
|it — so implicitly obeying the 
| traffic signals of Your winds — 
| I forgot the birds for the moment, 
|}and remembered You. You and 
| Your mother, “‘ the Lovely Lady 
|clad in blue.” 

| Lord God, You utter billions of 
| worlds bigger, and perhaps more 
wonderful, than this one. You 
utter billions of flaming suns, bil- 
lions of solar systems. You utter 
them silently, with a mere fiat of 
Your will. Do you smile because 
I have difficulty finding any word 
to utter in Your presence, any 
word that might indicate my 
wonder and my admiration and 
my love? 

I am but one of the thousands 
of billions of human beings You 
have put upon this little world— 
this comparatively tiny planet 
lost in the infinite reaches of 
space Your power has created. I 
am — in a manner of speaking— 
as insignificant as any of the 
crumbs that hungry sparrows 





j wrangle oyer. I am merely one 


of thousands of billions of Your 
human creatures, but You love 
me! And You have led me to love 
You! 

Just A Dumb Crumb 

I am as insignificant as a 
crumb, yet I know You love me 
more than all the stars and moons 
and suns and satellites You have 
made! 

They whirl through that limit- 
less space, each in its proper 
orbit, obeying Your will as natur- 
ally and as strictly as the fleecy 
clouds in the blue sky above Ma- 
donna House. They sing to You, 
keeping the eternal order You 
ordained. They shine their love 
to You across the millions and 
millions of light years that separ- 
ate them from each other; and 
You see that they are perfect and 
serene. Yet I, with all my iiaper- 
fections, am dearer to You than 
all the planets. Because I am a 
man! Because I am a child of 
Your Mother, Mary! Because I 
am Your brother and Your son! 

Some people jeer because I 
write these letters to You. “Sup- 
pose God does not answer,” the 
say. “Suppose you cannot rea 
His letters, if He sends them!” 

They do not understand that 
You write to me —- and to them 
too — in the wheeling, blazing 
glory of the stars, as well as in the 
flashing brilliance of the blue 
jay’s wing. They do not know 
that You always answer; nor that 
You are always aware of us and 
of each thought, each impulse, 
and each action, good or bad. 
They do not know You love us, 
nor that only through Your mercy 
can we love. 

She Loves You 

But the boys and the girls in 
Madonna House know these 
things; and they love You, more 
ardently and selflessly and com- 
pletely than I do. For instance, 
God, that girl who was runnin 
the heavy polisher over the newly 
waxed floor in the little library, 
the other day. She confided to 
me that the work would be mon- 
otonous, fatiguing, and utterly 
im ible, if she were not doing 
it ause she loved You. 





It seemed to her that, in reality, 
she was not moving a heavy 
weight across a slippery floor. She 
was stroKing the face of Your Son, 
Jesus. She was caressing Him. | 
Then it was no longer a task to 
move that polisher up and dewn, 
up and down, up and down. It 
was a joy. How could she tire, 
showing You her love; delighting 
in that love? 

I watched our boys work all 
that historic Saturday when the 
cement was poured for the foun- 
dation of St. Goupil’s. They work- 
ed from dawn until long after 
dark. They poured at least five 
hundred batches of cement — 
three shovels of cement, eight 


A Stable Or 


By Dorothy 
Human dignity is a strange 


_ Will You Give Christ 


An Inn? 


M. Phillips 
thing I have found out. It some- 





times takes very little to restore it. An example of what small things 
can make a man regain hope in himself was forcibly brought to my 
attention one day while I was up town. As I was standing on the 
corner waiting to cross the street I noticed a man beside me. His 
shoulders were slouched. He was badly clad and obviously cold. He 
looked like one of the Brothers Christopher who come to Marian 
Centre for meals occasionally, so I said a simple “Good morning” 
to him. 

The result was electrifying. In a hoarse, shouting whisper, 
in almost a tone of awe, he spoke half aloud and yet was distinctly 





Shovels of gravel, four shovels of 
sand, and half a busket of water | 


to every batch. 

They worked fast, spending 
their fine young strength reck-| 
lessly, until it was exhausted. | 
And three young priests worked 
with them; shoveling materials 
into the whirling mixers, or 
running with wheelbarrow loads 
up a narrow ramp to dump the 
mixture into the forms, and | 


hurrying back to get another load. 


speaking to himself. 
Good Morning! 
“A lady spoke to me! ! !” There 
was reverence in his voice. 
He repeated it twice, and I 
quickly crossed the street so as) 
not to embarrass him. 


Coming out of the drug store, 
I saw he had crossed the street 
and was coming toward me. His 
shoulders were straight. His walk 
was not shuffling. When we met, 
he looked squarely at me and 


Do They Always Sing? smiled slightly, as anyone would 
They sang as they worked. Andon meeting a casual acquaint- 
they joked. “Greater love hath no| ance. There was no unusual fam- 
man,” one said, “than that he|iliarity in his look as he raised 
lay down his shovel for a friend.” | his battered hat to me and said 
He lay down his shovel for me—_| in a well modulated and well man- | 
but picked it up before I could} nered voice. 
take it from him, and fired a load| “Good morning Madam ...| 
of gravel with it, accurately, into} Good morning.” 
the iron mixer’s maw. “Good morning,” I replied. 
The girls came out, after the}! Briskly he walked past me but} 
dishes were done in the evening, | life in his eyes that had not been | 
to cheer the boys with songs ge 4 there before. He taught me a 
had made up, and with cups of}great lesson. I had not realized 
strong coffee they had brewed.|how much a simple friendly hello | 
And boys and girls sang together | means to these men. They are so} 
— as the stars sing, Lord, when} used to being shunned. | 
they are in harmony — in the| | 
joy of their love and work for You. | Inn And Stable | 
“Cheer, cheer, for our mighty| Lately the thought of the Mys-| 
boys!” tical Body keeps vento. Me tage ct 
3 ‘ : ++} Our individual responsibility for 
— ¥ me pelts’ a our brothers in Christ, and our | 
that perhaps Notre Dame had : | 
beats are refusal to accept that responsi- 
won a thumping victory. on : : : . 

Tones ne telices bility, is laid bare before us. We} 
fellows!” 


| have no room in the Inn for 
There’s no. business like show Christ on Skid Row. In our case 
business. And there’s no love like 


there is no Inn. We have the 
our love, Lord eternal, all-seeing, | Stable. That is Marian Centre, in| 
and almighty — especially like) 





like our 





which some men huddle in close | 
: yc 3 | quarters for warmth against the 
ee poy we op a girls 1) winter winds, while others stand 
Joy y ap : | outside in the cold and wait until 

Ne Plus Ultra /room can be made for them. 

God, do you remember the|These men, who to so many 
prayer of Henry Sienkiewicz’! peopie do not even exist, are the 
great hero, Pan Michael? (I know not before I had seen the light of 
You do. The question is rhetorical,|3ick part of the Mystical Body. 


and meant only for those per-| 
mitted by You, and Our Lady, to| 
read our correspondence.) I do} 
not remember the exact words he | 
used, nor in which volume of the | 
trilogy it can be found. But it was 
something like this: 

“Thou knowest, Lord, that 
there is no cavalry in ail the world 
so good as our own Polish horse- 
men.” 

Please, dear God, thank that 
wonderful writer for me. I have 
learned many things from him! 

And let me now say a prayer 
after that fashion, with the same 
pride and love Pan _ Colonel 
Michael always exhibited for his 
own: 

“You know, All-knowing God, 
that there are no better boys and 
girls anywhere on earth than 
ours, none so honestly and thor- 
oughly in love with You, none so 
content to serve You, none so 
willing to live their lives entirely 
for You, none so eager to die for 
You. You know there is more 
laughter and more music and 
‘more joy in this family — this 

articular apostolate of Madonna 
ouse, which includes Edmonton 
and Whitehorse, than in any 
other family in the world. Let us 
spread that laughter and love and 
oy throughout this terribly un- 
appy planet!” 
Enter The Knocker 
There was a red-headed wood- 
ker trying to wreck St. 
upil’s, a few days after the 
cement had been poured. He was 
so busy trying to find insects or 
worms in the Kiln-dried lumber 
that I could come quite close to 
him. He didn’t notice me. 

The crazy bird attacked the 
sterile wood as though he would 
ne it apart with his bill. His 
little head went bobbing up and 
down as fast as a Hollywood Yes 
Man’s. (Why should I single out 
Hollywood? Isn’t there a Yes Man 
in nearly every business office, in 

(Continued on Page Four) 











|they try to battle their own way 


Why should people turn their 
faces away? 

What kind of men are they? 
Some are young who having lived | 
disrupted lives from the day they 
were born, now live in hopes that 
a better world awaits them. Be- 
cause of their inadequate upbring- 
ing, they are unable to face this 
world in a mature manner. But 


through it. The result, of course, 
is disastrous. They are unable to 
keep jobs because of their bellig- 
erent attitude and find them- 
selves without work or funds, 
without shelter or food, and with 
no clothing left but the rags they 
are wearing. 
The Unfortunates 

Some are middle aged. Some 
are cripples. Some are alcoholics. 
Some are not well either physical- 
ly or mentally—those too old to 
work and too young for pensions. 
And there are the pensioners, men 
who are given inadequate pen- 
sions — most of which must be 
spent for a place of shelter. 

Eating here, enables these poor 
old men to use ten or fifteen dol- 
lars a month on their third meal 
of the day. (We only serve two 
meals daily.) They live on 30c or 
50c suppers. Or they cut down 
even on their suppers, so they 
can buy a little tobacco. 

That they are misfits in society 
is not to be denied. Neither is it 
to be denied that, unlike Cain, we 
are our brothers’ keepers, and 
that they are our Brothers in 
Christ! 

This Christmas we hope we can 
spend our day in ministering to 
Christ in His poor by giving Him 
a turkey dinner with all the 
trimmings. We would also like to 
be able to let “‘His least brethren” 
take away a package of cigarettes 
or a can of tobacco, some candy, 
and a few nuts. 

We have permission from the 
City to build a dining room. We 
have the plans drawn up, by an 








architect who has donated his 
time. We have the land on which 
to build. But we lack $30,000.00, 
without which we can not even 
get started! 

Please remember Christ in His 
Poor this Christmas season. A 
dollar or two will hardly be 
missed, yet enough of them will 
enable us to shelter men who are 
hungry, desperate, broken in 
spirit, and terribly forsaken. 





Happy Christmas. It is also our 
prayer, that the Christ Child will 
bless you in the coming year of 
His Grace. 





Fathers, Give Us Your 
Prayer Of Silence 


Dearly Beloved Trappists — 
Fathers and Brothers in Christ: 
Behold, we stand at your door and 
knock. Pardon the urgency of our 
needs to shatter the great silence 
of your contemplation. We know 
you answer promptly all the calls 
sweet Charity may impose on you. 
Behold us, poor, humble lay 
apostles, standing without your 
heavy gates, knocking — beggars 
at your door, we come from afar, 
from the noisy market places 
where the Lord bids us work, to 
beg of your poverty, its wealth— 
your prayers. 


The Vital Need 


We are in great need of them. 
Not to see some of our private 
needs filled. Not that our empty 
hands may receive gold and silver, 
to give to the Lord’s poor. Nor yet 
that our dreams of having more 
room to feed and shelter the 
hungry and the homeless may 
come true. Strangely enough — 
No — though all these things are 
needful to us — for them. 

There are needs that transcend 
all these, needs which, if they 
remain unfulfilled, will twist and 
break our best intentions, and 
make short shrift even of our hard 
and constant labor for others in 
the heat of unbearable days and 
nights. The great need is that all 
of us in this Secular Institute of 
Domus Dominae (Madonna 
House Apostolate) may become — 
even as you are — contemplatives 
before the Lord, and walk — even 
as you try to — in the “silence of 
heaven”! 

We know that you, our cloister- 
ed Fathers and Brothers, may be 
astonished at our seemingly pre- 











sumptuous request. For who are 
we? We are mere lay men and 
lay women, who, answering the 
heart-rending call of the Holy 
Father, have revised our old con- 
stitutions, 
under vows of Chastity, Poverty, 
and Obedience, 
lay, and have become a Secular 
Institute. We are now 


binding ourselves 


still remaining 
waiting 
(Continued on Page Four) 
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rush hither and thither . 
body, even of the thought of all that we “must do” 
in the fleeting instant that is our earthly life. Clut- 
} tered are our hearts. Cluttered and desolate, with the 
SUTaay,- | 
This clutter and neglect are dead weights on our lives 

. . Slowing us down, even in our maddest rush... 
making us have recourse to sleeping pills or pills that 
stimulate. 


of the stable, have mercy on us! 
humility itself... Prince of peace... give us peace. 


so still on a Cross for love of us. . 
still . . . so we may hear Your voice in our dark night! 


WHERE LOVE IS — GOD IS 


Behold the Inns of our hearts this year of grace 


1956. Are they fit to receive Christ the Child . . . Christ 
the King? Is the golden straw of our love for Him 
clean and warm? Is the place well aired and swept 
of all things that are not His? Or is the place a clutter 
of a hundred odds and ends we have thrown there? 
And do the cobwebs of indifference, compromise, soft 
living, and mere lip service cover walls, windows, and 
doors? 


It is time to take stock of our hearts and souls; 


time to pause and think prayerfully Who it is that 
comes to us! It is He Who loved us so much that He 
imprisoned Himself in the flesh of a tiny Infant... 
made Himself as helpless as only an Infant can be. 
He became even more helpless later on . . . by drawing 
around Himself the mystery of Bread and Wine, hid- 
ing Himself in them, the better to enter into us... 
to be one with us, His children. 


Oh the abyss of love He has prepared for us 


in the Stable of Bethlehem — and in every Tabernacle 
of our Churches! The mind falters. The soul, filled 
with ecstasy, almost faints at the brink of the realiza- 
tion of the uncomprehendable. 


Yet how many of us pass all this by! How many 


of us know not LOVE INCARNATE! How many of us 
fail to understand that all the answers we seek are 
held in the tiny hands of a Baby . . . or in the awesome 
Holy Species, so humble of their nature that they 
hide the Lord of Creation. 


Busy about many unnecessary things... we 
. . tired in mind, soul, and 


SIMO U1 Nepiecs, are our wearied souls. 


Hapless generation that we are... we have no 


time to lift our gaze to the clear sky and see the star 
of Bethlehem, still showing us the way .. . and beckon- 
ing us to arise and start on our journey to Him Who 
made us. No! How could we see the clear sky of the 
night . . . we whose eyes are blurred or blinded by the 
neon signs of worldliness? 


Infant of Bethlehem, have mercy on us! Child 
You Who were 


You Who lay so still in a manger. . . and hung 
. teach us to be 


Christ of Mercy and Compassion, bend down 


to our clay; and, with the spittle of your grace, open 
our blinded eyes that they may see Your splendor 
in disguise! 


Give us the grace of holy hunger and love... 


that we may, leaving all things behind, begin inwardly 
the journey of the Magi .. . and come to kneel on the 
rough straw of sorrow and compunction, at Your feet! 


Fill our utter poverty with the gifts of Your 


gold of simplicity . . . the myrrh of surrender... the 
frankincense of undying faith ... that we may return 
them to You at the end of our inward journey to 
Bethlehem. 


Oh Love unloved, set our cold hearts on fire 


with love of You... that we may dwell in the courts 
of Your house forever. Let us understand that unless 
the little space of time we call life . . 
with You . .. our eternity will be spent in the courts 
of the house of Satan! 


. is lived in and 


Wake us up, Lord, with the clarion call of a 


Child weeping in the night! 


Have mercy on us. Do! So that this Christmas 


will be the renewing of our lives in You, the turning 
of the faces of our souls to You... NOW AND FOR- 
EVER. 


>. 


WY 
a 








One of my few favorite authors, 
one I take particular delight in 
reading (and I do NOT mean my- 
self) — has finished a new book. 
But I am not going to review it. 
Uh uh! It affects me too pro- 
foundly for any critical analysis, 
or for mere book reporting. 

It is the story of another North 
American Jesuit Martyr, one who 
must be bracketed with St. Rene 
Goupil, St. John Brebeuf, St. 
Isaac Jogues, and the five others 
done to death three hundred 
years and more ago by the savage 
Iroquois. It is the story of Father 
Miguel Pro, done to death by the 
savage Plutarco Calles, then presi- 
dent of Mexico, in 1927. 


Dawn Brings Glory 

Brother Roberto, of the Broth- 
ers of Holy Cross, tells the story 
in his sweet, clear, simple style. 
The Dujarie Press of Notre Dame 
|has published it, to sell for $2.50. 
And it is called “Dawn Brings 
|Glory.” If this be book-reviewing, 
| make the most of it. 
| A day or so after I picked it up, 
{men and boys started to work in 
|earnest on the building of a new 
| structure here, a dormitory meant 
to house the boys — and intended 
also to give space to a laundry, 
a repair shop, and other badly 
needed work rooms. This is the 
place we have already called St. 
Goupil’s; and for the building of 
which we have implored — and 
are still imploring — the help of 
St. Rene, St. Joseph, St. Anthony, 
and of course Our Lady of Com- 
bermere. 

Catherine has written about 
her troubles in getting the work 
organized, and of her faith that 
it will be finished. She has told of 
her worry when she learned it 
would cost at least $15,000. She 
had $3,500 on hand — $11,500 to 
beg, and she has told how she 
coaxed the saints to help her. 

So it came to me, having a good 
time reading “Dawn Brings 
Glory,” that maybe I should ask 
Father Pro to help us too. 

Ask And Receive 

I turned a page, meaning to 
finish the book, and came upon 
this paragraph: 

“Shortly before his death, 
Father Pro had said, ‘If I am ever 
caught, be ready to ask me for 





Wonderful favors were received at 
once. (After he was shot.) An old 
blind woman who came in the 
crowd to touch his body while it 
lay in state in his father’s house, 
recovered her sight instantly .. .” 

I closed the book and talked to 
Father Pro. I said something like 
this. “Look, Father. This is Jesuit 
territory. Legend has it that St. 
John Brebeuf came down the 
Madawaska, past this very house. 
It is believed, even by the oldest 
inhabitants, that he preached to 
the Indians on a pow-wow ground 
where the Catholic Church Hall 
now stands, and that he made 
converts there. 

“Recently a school boy found 
an old crucifix and a very old 
chalice which had been buried 
under a tree just a few paces down 
the road. We think some Jesuit 
missionary buried those objects 
there. There were eight Jesuits 
martyred in Canada and the 
U.S.A., all of whom probably knew 
this region now called Comber- 
mere. Why don’t you come and 
see us? 

“T know you are not canonized 
yet, nor even beatified; and it is 
possible the Holy See i never 
do anything about proclaiming 
your sanctity. But just the same, 
you belong to us as well as to 
Mexico. We have Our Lady of 
Guadalupe here too, incidentally. 
You’d feel at home with her, 
wouldn’t you; and with her child- 
ren? 

Help Us, Father Pro 

“IT believe you are in heaven, 
and I’m asking you to oft us 
with St. Goupil’s — and with all 
the other buildings that must be 
erected here, and in Edmonton 
and the Yukon. St. Rene and St. 
Joseph and St. Anthony are doing 
wonders. But we'd appreciate 
your help too — and I think you’d 
like to work with those boys; now 
wouldn’t you? And with Our Lady 
too? Of course you would!” 

Early in November Catherine 
wrote from the Yukon. Her letter 
is on the first page of this issue. 
It was a shock to the boys and 

rls of Madonna House to learn 
he heroic life our lay mission- 
aries in the arctic have had to 
live. It upset them. ; 

So they held a meeting in my 
room and decided to do something 
about it. At first they wanted to 
increase their prayers and cut 
down on foods — on desserts, any- 
way, or to omit cheese, or salads, 
or some other dish at supper, to 
use butter or margarine only once 
a day instead of twice, and to 
make other similar sacrifices. This 





was vetoed. They work hard. They 


things when I am in  heaven.”4 


need all the food we give them. 
And their diet is skillfully and 
scientifically prepared for them. 


Watch It, Jack! 

Then they decided to be more 
careful with things, to avoid 
breaking tools or dishes, to turn 
off electric lights that were not 
needed, to buy nothing except 
what was essential, and to prac- 
tice other economies. But they 
weren’t satisfied. They decided to 
do their own begging. 

As one of the boys put it, “The 
more we can beg for St. Goupil’s, 
the more money Madonna House 
can send to the Yukon.” 


Each boy and girl made a 
pledge to write to at least five 
friends, asking them to send so 
much money each week for so 
many weeks. The total might be 
thousands of dollars. 


The first letter written was read 
by the housekeeper in the home 
of one of the boys. She wrote 
back, enclosing a cheque for $120. 
“If you say it’s good, Joe,” her 
letter said, “then I know it’s good. 
So I talked it over with some of 
my friends, and this is the result, 
a dollar from one, two from an- 
other, ten from a third, twenty 
from a fourth, and so on. God 
bless you and St. Goupil’s.” 





Send Food Too 


They did not stop here. They 
decided to send the Yukon all the | 
food it was possible to send. They 
began to dehydrate carrots and 
other vegetables — to cut down 
the shipping costs. And they also 
voted, unanimously to send their 
“treat money” to their fellow lay 
apostles in the far north-west. 
This ‘treat money” comes from 
donations sent in by friends, or 
left by visitors, to buy candies, or 
cigarettes, or hamburgers, or 
other treats for “the kids.” 

I am convinced that Father Pro 
heard me, that he joined Our 
Lady and the saints immediately 
— and that he gave the fund-rais- 
ing campaign for St. Goupil’s a 
tremendous shove in the right 
direction. 

Father Pro’s last words were, 
“Viva Christo Rey.” “Hail 
Christ the King!” 

And it. was on the feast of 
Christ the King I began to read 
Brother Roberto’s book about 
him! 

Thank you, Father Pro. And 
welcome to Combermere. Hope 
you stay here always! 


Quter- Circle 
Letter No. 137 


Happy, Holy Christmas, dearly 
beloved friends, and a Holy, Joy- 
ous New Year. May it be spent 
under the gracious guidance of 
Our Lady! Please accept our pro- 
found thanks for your continuous 














help through the past year, which | ag 


enabled us to carry on the ever- 
increasing works of our far-flung 
apostolate! Truly we shall re- 
member you, very specially, before 
the face of the newborn Christ. 
And we shall continue to beseech 
His blessing on you through the 
year. 

So many parents complain to 
us about their children. They 
come to seek advice about many 
things, but especially about coun- 
teracting what they call the 
“influence of environment.” By 
this they mean the children next 
door, who are allowed to do things 
which they would never allow 
their children to do — keep late 
hours, constantly go to movies, 
use cosmetics, or go with whom- 
ever they wish whenever they 
wish. The list of things to fight 
in an environment is, it seems, 
endless. 

Ask Yourselves 

Fundamentally, the answer lies 
within the souls of parents. And 
a searching examination of con- 
science must be undertaken. In 
a way, this searching may lead, 
from the worldly point of view, 
to dire conseqeunces, for it may 
well revolutionize the lives of the 
parents themselves. It has to be 
a thorough examination without 
self-illusion, without compromise. 
Together husband and wife must 
face themselves and see them- 
selves as clearly as is humanly 

ible. Therefore such an _ ex- 
amination of conscience must be 
begun with fervent prayer. 

What are the parents’ dreams 
and ambitions? What are their 
ideas of recreation and fun? Is 
the home a place where all the 
youngsters of the block would 
come in preference to movies or 
anything else? Is there a warm 
understanding of youth? Deep 
love of it? A remembrance of one’s 
own youth, its joys and difficul- 
ties? Do the parents take serious- 
ly their most awesome and holy 
vocation? Or do they bear with 
it, because they have to? Is their 
home a home of peace and love, 
which are so great that they 








er thereof, and then spill over 
unto friends and neighbors? 

Is their standard that of keep- 
ing up with the Joneses or with 
Christ? Are their private conver- 
sation, their inmost ideals, lived 
to the hilt? Or do they say one 
thing — the conventual thing — 
and really do what THEY want? 

On and on, one can extend the 
litany of questions parents must 
answer to make this examination 
deep and fruitful. Perhaps a few 
examples may illustrate better 
what I mean. 


Impeccable Mrs. X 

I knew a lady whose housekeep- 
ing was so impeccable that all the 
women of the neighborhood ex- 
tolled her, and whose cooking was 
so perfect that all the men wished 
their wives could cook as well. Yet 
the strange thing was that both 
her husband and her children 
were seldom at home. Mr. X pre- 
ferred to spend his evenings ‘“‘with 
the boys,” and the children could 
invariably be found a few doors 
away, where the lady of the house, 
her husband, and her brood wel- 
comed them happily, and gave 
them: the front living room for 
themselves. Mr. and Mrs. Neigh- 
bor spent much time in an old- 
fashioned large kitchen, to which 
everyone eventually gravitated for | 
cookies and milk — of which there | 
always seemed an inexhaustible | 
supply. 

Now Mrs. Neighbor was not a| 
perfect housekeeper. How could! 
she be, with youngsters runnin 
in and out all day? With victrola 
records covering tables and chairs, 
not to mention skates, sweaters, 
and such. But the whole house 
smelled of the wondrous cookies 
she seemed to be always baking. 
And the lazy big smile of her hus- 
band just drew crowds of boys 
to talk about anything and every- 
thing, from fishing to dating. 

I knew another couple, who 
made it a rule to see the television 
showings together. Very soon the 
children were content to be guid- 
ed in their choice by the parents. 
It happened quite simply. Every- 
one in the house, after the pro- 
gram, was invited to comment on 
what he had seen. Easily, with 
much joking and laughter, be- 
tween sandwiches and beverages, 
the parents taught their children 
to appreciate a good show. 


PAX EXT! 


~ 








If You were He—? 

It was almost like a game. Once 
in a while the idea was—“If you 
were Christ, what would YOU 
think of this show?” It worked 
miracles. 

Have you ever watched young- 
sters listening to an adult con- 
versation? They even imitate the 
inflictions of their parents’ voices. 
I overheard a little girl of nine 
saying to another of the same 
e, “Oh, you mean Mrs. Y. Ho 
hum! She does not amount to 
much. Her husband is only a 
garbage collector.” Where did she 
hear that sort of thing? I hap- 
pened to know her mother, and 
the tone of voice was identical. So 
was the content. How could the 
good lady hope to make that child 
what she should be before God, 
since by nine, she already had a 
valuation of human beings not by 
their worth before God, nor their 
goodness, nor their dignity as 
human beings, but by the silly 
and unimportant measure of 
social status or class? 

A man down the street a bit 
from where I once lived, beat his 
boy blue-and black for gambling 
on pin ball machines. Yet he him- 
self gambled on the stock market, 
and the family life was bearable 
or unbearable according to stock 
market quotations. The boy knew 
full well that there was something 
terribly unjust. Eventually he ran 
away from home. God only knows 
what happened to him. 


If Mary Is Loved 

Yes, an examination of parental 
consciences is indicated. And it 
must go deep, for only then can 
anyone counteract the baleful 
influences of environment. 

It must begin with parents, 
NOT WITH CHILDREN. 

If the home is Christocentric, 
if Mary is loved and cherished in 
it, if the avowed and openly dis- 
cussed goal of the whole family 
is sanctity (which is the goal, or 
should be, of all Catholics) and 
if life is lived and measured and 
evaluated against that goal... 
then the environment does not 
matter. In fact a family like that, 
in any given block, will soon 
change the environment of it. 

The new year is around the 
corner. WHY NOT DO THIS 
EXAMINATION OF CONSCI- 
ENCE NOW — AND ASK THE 
CHRIST CHILD, WHO CHANG- 
ED A WORLD, TO HELP THIS 
SET OF PARENTS, OR THAT, 
TO CHANGE THEIR HOME AND 
THE BLOCK OF NEIGHBORS 





radiate into every nook and corn- 





A Promise Kept | 


Catherine Doherty 








THE CHILD IS SLEEPING ... 
THE MYSTERIES 

OF LOVE 

ARE YET HIDDEN 

IN A BABY’S 

HEART 

THAT BEATS 

LIKE ALL 

HEARTS 

DO... 


THE SMALL 
HANDS 

MOVE 

IN SLEEP, 
CARESSING 
THE MANGER’S 
WOOD 

INSTEAD 

OF TOYS, 

OR TEDDY BEARS. 
YET THE WOOD 
TREMBLES. 


THE CHILD 
MOVES IN HIS 
SLEEP... 

THE STRAW 
BENEATH HIM 
RUSTLES 

AS STRAW 

IS WONT TO DO. 
THEN WHY 

IS THE WORLD 
FILLED 

WITH THE THUNDER 
OF A WHISPERED 
SITIO? 

de ip is EO lg 


THE ANIMALS, 

IN SLOW 

AND RHYTHMIC 
MOTION, 

MUNCH, CRUNCHINGLY, 
THE FRESH, DRY HAY. 
YET THIS FAMILIAR 
SOUND 

SEEMS CHANGED 
INTO THE ANGRY 
NOISES 

OF A BLOODTHIRSTY 
CROWD HELD 

AT BAY. 


ALONE, 

A WOMAN 
WATCHES 

THE SLEEPING CHILD. 
WATCHES 

AS STILL 

AS TREES 

AT DAWN, 

OR FORESTS , 
IN THE NIGHT. 
A SMILE UPON 
HER LIPS, 
LOVE 
UNSPEAKABLE 
IN HER EYES. 
WHY THEN 
DOES SORROW 
SEEM 

TO FILL 

THE STABLE 
LOST 

IN THE 
STARLIT 
EVENTIDE? 


GOD SLEEPS— 

A BABY! 

WHILE 

LOVE INCARNATE 
REVEALS 

ITS MYSTERY 

OF LOVE! 


THE NIGHT, 

AND ALL IT 

HOLDS 

IS HOLY 

BEYOND THE KEN 

OF MAN. 
DARKNESS HOL: 

ALL LIGHT, ae 

ALL JOY. 

ALLELUIA! 

ALLELUIA! 

THE PROMISED 

ONE 

HAS COME! 
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WITH IT! 





The Nativity 
By 


Caryll Houselander 











Be born to us, 

Incarnate Love. 

Take our flesh and blood, 

and give us Your humanity; 

take our eyes, and give us 
Your vision; 

take our minds, 

and give us Your pure 
thought; 

take our feet and set them in 
Your path; 

take our hands 

and fold them in Your 
prayer; 

take our hearts 

and give them Your will to 
love. 





| 
| 
j 
| 
| 
| 
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RESTORATION 


Page Three 








‘THIS IS NOT SWEET DAMN STUFE 


(Recently I received two shocking letters from the Yukon. One 
was from my wife, Catherine. The other was from Fr. John T. Callahan, 
the chaplain of Madonna House. They had things to say about Mary- 
house in the Yukon, and Marian Centre in Edmonton, Alberta, which 
had a profound effect upon all of us. They are presented here, the lady’s 
first—swear words and all. When this lady says “damn,” you know she 
is deeply moved. Ed Doherty, Editor.) 


By Catherine Doherty 


You may be astonished at getting this letter. But I have 
decided for once to get away from all that sweet damn stuff our 
Staff Workers think they have to write us. They tell us pretty little 
incidents, or dramatic or human-interest anecdotes of their mission- 
ary lives. But they don’t tell us what they really suffer. So let me 
write the naked bitter truth. I don’t care if this piece is full of 
typographical errors, for the age of Christ is on me, and tears dim 
my eyes. Who can type legibly when she’s crying? And believe you 
me, I am not ashamed to cry either. 


Toast And Tea 


I start with Maryhouse because I am here at this moment. 
I arrived by plane at around 12.30 a.m., their time, weary and tired. 
Everyone was at the airport to meet me. We went to Maryhouse and 
warmed ourselves with tea and toast, and around about 1.30, this 
is what I gathered—with the impact of a sledge hammer. 
Maryhouse is $3800 in debt to the builders of St. Joseph’s 
house. The basement had to be rebuilt. The wiring had to be 
redone, in toto, because it was all faulty and was condemned. 
The plumbing had to be torn out and replaced. Try to realize the 
rice, and the wear and tear on all the Staff Workers, Mamie Legris, 
he director, especially, and the efforts to get the needed materials, 
and the people to do the work! 
That is something that beggars imagination. Mamie looks 
like hell, with deep blue circles around her eyes. O.K. It has been 
a nice unadulterated hell! But that is just the beginning. 


Cold Library Home 


In little Maryhouse five boys sleep on the cold floor, on couches, 
and on a chair in the library. They eat there too, and also do their 
lessons there. They exist in the library. The place is also used for 
CYO work meetings, films, catechism classes, and what have you? 
How? Don’t ask me. It is a miracle of endurance, of cleaning, of 
moving furniture, of getting more and more tired and grinning 
through it. The women’s hotel and room swarms with small fry and 
sick women. 

Louis Stoeckle sleeps on the floor with the boys. Someone 
has to see that they don’t go out into the night. The floor is subzero 
at any time, but especially at night. 

Drunken men, and tired and lousy men—and I DO mean lousy 
—come and go, warmed by friendship and food. Kids come, some 
sick, some well. The procession of the halt, the lame, the blind, the 
lost and the forgotten, children and adults, goes on and on, like a 
Rosary of human misery adn loneliness. Our Lady beholds that end- 
less Rosary of pain, and weeps as she did at La Salette. Only here 
her tears freeze as they fall! 


Still Peace Reigns 


Mamie carries on. St. Joseph’s place, that would relieve 
so much of the intolerable burden, is not finished. And creditors have 
been besieging the place. Faith, prayer, arguments, and placating 
folks, all goes on in a bedlam of noise. Yet still there is a smile, and 
pax and caritas, peace and love, still bloom, somehow, in this frozen 
white hell. 

The boys must be housed somewhere. If we don’t take care 
of them, some non-Catholic mission will. Not on your life, says 
Mamie. Not for all the frozen hells, says I. So, at 10 a.m. the next 
morning I wired X for $1,000. I was desperate. The money came, 
thank God! The creditors quit their yapping for a time. The light 
was connected again in St. Joseph’s. The carpenter is working there 


A Bishop’s Tears 

My heart weeps because the work of Our Lady of the Yukon, 
and of the Christ of these icy wastes, is stymied, stopped, brought 
to a jeering end, because we Catholics of Canada and the U.S.A. are 
not yet mission-conscious! The Bishop has just returned from a trip 
through his snow-filled 350,000 square-mile domain. He spoke in 
such a tired voice! He spoke of souls. The souls of Indian children 
who need schools. The souls of adults who need more than I can even 
begin to enumerate. There were tears in his gentle eyes, which have 
looked so often on misery and needless death. What price the tears 
of this Good Shepherd? What price a soul? 

Send us what you can for Christmas. What money you can 
spare. What toys you have. Send dried fruits for the staff workers 
too. They have so little fruit. Send them towels, face cloths, soap, 
soap flakes, tooth paste, tooth brushes. Send everything you can. 
Maryhouse needs everything, not only for the staff workers but also 
for all the people depending on it. ~ 

That is all, except we must raise $10,000 or more for Mamie; 
and there must be some changes, or all the Staff Workers here will 
die of fatigue and pressure. No days off. Their day starts at 6.30 and 
ends anywhere between 11 and midnight. Then some character or 
other rouses them up, as often as not, for something he needs. The 
spirit, however, is magnificent, heroic. They are cheerful and gracious 
at all times, and even gay now and then — but there are those blue 
circles under Mamie’s gray eyes. 


Fall On Your Knees 


So, you of Madonna House, and I mean all of you—ON YOUR 
KNEES. Start a Novena of Masses! Start storming heaven! And I 
mean storming! Maryhouse must have cash. Add your private 
prayers for your sisters and brothers who are doing such a terrific 
job that I am in awe of them. (And so, I know, is Fr. Callahan.) 

Hell’s bells, and God love a duck! All those cute stories they 
have been sending us from Whitehorse and Edmonton! They covered 
up the immense incomprehensible pain of Christ. I am mad clear 
| through at a world that is so cold that the icy hell of Yukon moun- 
‘tains is a furnace in comparison. It is so cold it can’t stop for a 
{moment to shell out a few sheckles it will never miss, for our kids 
| to spend on the wretched and the poor! But even in my anger I am 
| proud of our kids! Boy, am I! And so is Our Lady of the Yukon. 

If you think that Maryhouse is having it hard, don’t kid your- 
self that Marian Centre has it easy. There the pressure is also con- 
stant—not because of the hordes of hungry men, nor the work of 
cooking and distributing food, nor the entertainment of visitors. | 
The pressure lies mostly in the inability to collect the $30,000 they | 
need to start the rehabilitation of the men—to bring out in them! 
the image of God—in Whose image they were made. 


No Room For Anything 


Here the kids are like birds in the wilderness, trying and) 
trying to help these men. And they cannot even begin, for there | 
still isn’t room enough for a staff worker to squeeze in and say a} 
pleasant word to any of these poor famished fellows, nor enough | 
space to speak a word of comfort in private. The kids at Marian | 
Centre feel a sort of hidden pain. There is a torture chamber in each | 
soul; for they know they cannot help—because of the utter indif- | 
ference of the majority of Catrolics! That is a living hell too. | 








at Maryhouse, but they never eat together; nor do they ever have a 

moment to talk to each other alone. Heroism lives in that house too. 

Don’t think their lives are “cute,” nor glorious.” Pray for them. Pray 

for all your dear lay missionary brothers and sisters. PRAY HARD! 
* * * 


* * 


By Rev. John T. Callahan 


RESTORATION’S stories from Marian Centre and Mary- 
house have been poor stories. They have not given a true picture) 
of the life in these, our two mission houses. I know, because I have | 
been there. They were poor stories because they understated the 
truth, the difficulties, the poverty, the hardships, the primitive con- 
ditions. The writers left out much, because of their great humility. 

Marion Centre has two old houses, badly in need of paint, | 
rickety porches, worn floors, and cooking facilities utterly inadequate | 





again, and in a week or so the boys can be moved in. I owe X $1,000 
which I haven’t got. 


for the feeding of the hundred to two hundred poor men who come 
there daily to eat. 














space! Babies were sleeping on 


Centre. She has, by the grace of} LARS. That adds up to SIXTY- 


They have no privacy either. Their days off are better than | 


At 10 Below Zero 


Maryhouse has to fight a continual battle against the preval- 
ent cold of the Yukon. I watched Louis Stoeckle, at 10 below zero, 
trying to nail beaverboard on the new St. Joseph hostel, to shut out 
the wintry winds, so that we could—eventually—board the Indian 
boys and men*there. St. Joseph’s is a reconverted school building. 
Originally it was a barracks. 

You can’t work very long at 10 below. But Louie must work, 
or else the oil furnace could not be started. And, until the furnace 
was started, the carpenters and plumbers could not work. 

Don’t get me wrong. The two houses are spotless. The interiors 
are shining clean, and tidy. But, as at Madonna House, it is some- 
times hard to make things stretch, especially when you live on sal- 
vage and can never afford to buy new things. 

I would like to make this a Christmas appeal for these two 
houses. And I would like to see some real friends send these splendid 
young self-sacrificing people some money, which is what they need 
most—so that Marian Centre can start a building where something 
can be done for those starving, freezing men; give them a warm 
place to read, and give the Staff Workers a chance to help the soul 
as well as the body—and so that Maryhouse can finish St. Joseph’s 
hostel, which has drained all its meagre cash and left it harassed 
and beset. 

If time and circumstances permitted, I would gladly preach 
in a hundred cathedrals, and a thousand parishes, and unashamedly 
beg for these devoted Staff Workers who, in their silent suffering, 
do not tell us ALL the truth. 

* * * * * 

Another writer sent us this pen picture of Whitehorse. He 

calls it: 


“Yukon Vignette” 


New cars, 56 and ’55 vintage, mud-covered, and old houses 
.. . locally called “shacks,” and correctly so. Tents with stove pipes 
peeking through the canvas. Dogs. Mud of a particular volcanic 
consistency that can rank with gumbo or the worst of clay. A freeze- 
up and snow over such mud is considered a blessing, as the dust- 
clouds disappear — And what this ‘“‘mud’”’ does to floors! 

Indians on street-corners, provided the weather is not sub- 
zero. And dogs. Modernistic architecture, as in the Federal Buildings, 
the High School, the Catholic Grammar School, and—a hundred 
feet away—well-chinked log cabins. A Cathedral not quite the size 
of some suburban parish churches. But warm, tidy, and devotional. 
Dogs lingering outside the school doors, waiting for their young 
masters or mistresses. 

Father Gene carrying a bucket of water for washing, and a 
quart jar of drinking water to his small shack. (He’s praying too 
for the $1200 that will finish St. Joseph’s Hostel.) He meets a liver- 
colored Weinemar, a black nondescript, a part-German shepherd, 
and a part-husky. The Post Office has a sign, ‘Dogs Prohibited.” 
The Yukon River, fast-flowing, and the old river boats in dry dock 
—huge, wooden. They only drew three feet. Paddle wheelers. 

Distant snow covered mountains shining white in the sun- 
light. Tea at Maryhouse, without sugar (20c per pound). With or 
without milk. (Fresh milk, 50c per quart, powered milk bought from 
a dairy, 35c a quart.) Bread without margarine. Somewhere a dog 
howling with a wolfish overtone. 

Woodpiles, for fuel. As wide as the majority of one storey 
houses. One walkable sidewalk—on Fourth Street. The greatest col- 
ection of unsalvaged wrecks, machinery, winches, transports. Piles 
of junk in lots and corners. 

One man said to me, “You don’t even begin to see dogs, unless 


you go to Whiskey Flats or Moccasin Flats’—the shack towns by 


the river. 


A contrite 
and humble tteart 
ora, 


J hou wilt not despise 


to lead this challenging con-| 








THE BS CORNER 


The ways of God and His grac- 
ious Mother are really amazing, 
even to one who has been a re- 
cipient of their magnificent gifts 
for over 26 years. 

I have just returned from my 
yearly “visitation” of Marian 
Centre, Edmonton, and Mary- 
house, Yukon, our two founda- 
tions. 

I beheld the growth of both. It 
seemed incredible. Yet there they 
are, witnesses of simple faith in 
God’s words — ASK AND YOU 
SHALL RECEIVE! 

Call on Michael! 

I remember the drizzly cold 
May day feast of St. Michael the 
Archangel in 1954 when three 
members of our Apostolate stood 
by an overloaded half-ton truck 
about to depart on a trek of some 
four thousand miles across Can- 
ada. Their leader-director was 
Mamie Legris of Dacre, Ontario. 
All I had been able to give her 
for the trip and the foundation 
was $200. A small enough sum 
at any time, an infinite small one 
for the things she had to spend 
it on. 

The three left, after blessings 
and prayers. On June 10, they 
arrived at their destination, a dis- 
mal little army barrack. This 
year I saw that barracks grown. 
It was shingled tidily with white 
asbestos shingles. It was spark]- 
ing with cleanliness inside. As I 
looked across the street, from a 
half frosted window, I saw a 
counterpart of the first, standing 
gaily and gallantly as if chal- 
lenging those of little faith to say 
‘§ oie can't be true, it can’t be 
done.” 

There it was, 60 feet long by 
28 feet wide, ready to house In- 
dian boys going to High School, 
who otherwise would never have 
been able to do so, to give shelter 
to transients stranded in that 
shack-town of broken dreams, 
and to take care of sick Indian 
men who are daily flown in from 
the snowy wastes of the Arctic 
for medical attention. 

The Gifts of God 

Maryhouse itself, the mother of 
St. Joseph’s, across the way was 
bursting with life — and lack of 














the kitchen table. Indian women 
waiting for their time and hos- 
 meerges e's were sleeping on the 
loor of the Library. The little 
dining room just cannot seat all 
the hungry. 

All this grew of faith. The Lord 
who multiplied five loaves . . . mul- 
tiplied two hundred dollars! 

As I write this I marvel at His 
other gifts to our three. The gift 
of endurance. It is extremely cold 
in the Yukon. The gift of joy. It 
is so terribly far away and lonely, 
on the edge of nowhere. The gift 
of perseverance and _ charity, 
which bring to their lips a prayer 
that they may spend the rest of 
their lives in this waste of snow 
and ice. God is good! 

Someone must beg for them. 
They haven’t time to write beg- 
ging letters. I beg for them, here 
and now. Maryhouse must ex- 
pand. There must be another 
wing for mothers, girls, and 
babies. Otherwise our staff will 
have no room to sleep, cook and 
serve all who come. 


At Rainbow’s End 

In Edmonton also I had oppor- 
tunities to exercise my memory 
and my wonder, and to give many 
thanks to God. I shall never for- 
get the cold January day Dorothy 
Phillips left Madonna House to 
start the foundation in that great, 
teeming, wealthy, fascinating 
city. 

The news that oil had been 
found had brought thousands of 
men, seekers for the pot of gold 
at the rainbow’s end. There were 
too many men for the little gold; 
and many were incapable of find- 
ing even silver or copper. Soon 
there were lines of hungry and 
tired men, looking for food and 
shelter. There was no Catholic 
place that would feed them — 
and give them food for their souls 
as well as their bodies. Therefore, 
His Excellency, Archbishop Mac- 
Donald asked us to provide a 
center for them. Dot left us on 
Epiphany morning, 1955 — when 
the Magi were placing their gifts 
before the Infant. She left with 
a blessing and one hundred dol- 
lars — to establish an “inn” 
WHERE THERE WOULD BE 
ROOM FOR CHRIST IN THE 
MEN OF THE ROAD. 


Needs Grow Too 


Today there are four of our 
staff with Dorothy at Marian 


God, acquired two houses and 
some extra land. Anywhere from 
a hundred to two hundred men 
are fed daily. Here too the Lord 
multiplied that hundred dollars 
through the charity of the people 
of Edmonton. And the saga of 
Faith was once more repeated. 

But as this Christmas approach- 
ed, and I watched the men pa- 
tiently waiting in sub-zero weath- 
er for their hot stew — given 
with a smile — I knew that on 
my aging and tired shoulders 
would fall the task of begging for 
Marian Centre also! 

They too are bursting at the 
seams. And this Christmas our 
INN will have no room to help 
feed souls. And it will not serve 
bodies too well. Many men had 
to wait outside, while those inside 
were eating. The men ate hur- 
riedly, so those outside would not 
have so long to wait. There was 
no time to talk... to help... to 
feed any soul! 

The task of begging staggers 
me. Madonna House needs cash 
urgently to complete the building 
of St. Goupil’s; to train the apos- 
tles who will go to other forgotten 
regions, streets, and alleyways of 
the world; to help the poor at its 
doorstep. Maryhouse needs money 
. .. Marian Centre needs money 
... We need money here. 


Work and Pray 

We pray .. . oh how we pray! 
Not the shadow of a doubt ever 
crosses the light of our Faith that 
the Lord will provide. But clear 
cut and sure is the conviction in 
all of us, myself especially, that 
WE MUST ALSO BEG. 

We pray as if all depended on 
God (which it does), and work as 
if all depended on us. This maxim 
of St. Ignatius, the founder of the 
Jesuits, we have made our own. 

How to begin this begging? 
And the answer is simple and 
direct ... IN THE GREAT 
TRANQUILITY AND FAITH OF 
GOD’S ORDER! Let me see... 
how much does Madonna House, 
Combermere, Ontario, Canada 
(our postal address) need to com- 
plete its building program? 
TWENTY THOUSAND WILL DO 
IT. Marian Centre, 10528 98th 
Str., Edmonton, Alberta, Canada, 
needs THIRTY THOUSAND. 
Maryhouse, Whitehorse, Yukon 
Territory, Canada, needs 
FIFTEEN THOUSAND DOL- 








FIVE THOUSAND DOLLARS. 
But what does this staggering 
sum (or is it?) add up to in the 
intangible realities .. . of modern 
life? 

CATHOLICS OF THE NEW 
WORLD ... OF THE NORTH 
AMERICAN CONTINENT .. 
HOW MUCH WOULD YOU PAY 
FOR PEACE OF MIND? HOW 
MUCH WOULD YOU PAY TO) 
KNOW THAT COMMUNISM IS 
HELD AT BAY, AND THAT 
THE WEAPONS FOR ITS AN-| 
NIHILATION ARE TRULY AT) 
HAND? HOW MANY DOLLARS! 
ARE YOU WILLING TO LAY, 
AT CHRIST’S FEET TO HELP) 
RESTORE HIS KINGDOM ON 
EARTH TO HIM? IN OUR MOD-) 
ERN TIMES, AS ALWAYS, SIL-| 
VER AND GOLD IS NEEDED 
TO GIVE THE MEANS TO, 
APOSTLES TO PREACH THE 
GOSPEL! 


Brainwash God Out 


Ask yourselves this question. 
Ask it seriously. Ask it prayer- 
fully. Because you see, Com- 
munists desire the earth we walk 
on, not for itself but for man, 
who dwells on it. They want to 
conquer man’s mind and soul and 
brainwash God out of both. The 
true war between them and 
humanity is not by force of arms, 
nuclear bombs, or poison gas. 
THE TRUE WAR IS WAGED IN 
THE SOULS OF MEN. 

Christianity needs an army. 
The Popes saw this years ago and 
have called for that army in a 
loud voice ever since. It is the 
army of dedicated laity, under the 
direction of the Hierarchy and 
priests appointed by same... 
ordinary men and women who, 
leaving all things behind, under 
vows of chastity, poverty, and 
obedience, will go where no one 
has yet gone. They will go every- 
where . . . infiltrate the infiltra- 
tor... and conquer the hate-filled 
doctrines of atheistic Communism 
with the Gospel of love. Love is 
God, Who alone can conquer 
hate. 

We of Madonna House Secular 
Institute are part of just such 
an army. Throughout the world 
there are more than 350 such 
Institutes, numbering many, 
many thousands — for the Ca- 
tholic Youth of the world has 
heeded the calls of the Popes. 


secrated life at the frontiers of 
the world — commandos of God 


and His Church. (If you are in-| 


terested, write to Catherine 
Doherty, Madonna House, Com- 
yermere, Ont., Canada.) 

But to implement the love, the 


-| utter gift of oneself that we and 


all the others have made — and 
consider as nothing — MONEY 
IS NEEDED. Money is needed to 
change hate in the hearts of 
thousands everywhere — _ the 
U.S.A. and Canada included — 
into love... to fight this gigantic 
fight for the souls of men, to 
witness to Christ in all the market 
places of the world... YES... 
MONEY IS NEEDED! 


Millions Needed 

AT PRESENT, SIXTY - FIVE 
THOUSAND DOLLARS. 

If every Catholic gave one dol- 
lar it would amount to millions. 
Think of a trip to watch your 
favorite football team play. How 
many dollars go into that? Think 
of the money spent on winter 
or summer vacations. Think of 
cigarettes, “cokes,” ice cream. 
Think of the thousands of things 
you could do without for a little 
while! 

THINK, OH BELOVED 
FRIENDS OF CHRIST, DURING 
THIS HOLY MONTH, THINK 
OF YOUR GIFT TO US AS A 
TOKEN OF LOVE FOR THE 
CHILD IN THE MANGER. 
THINK OF IT AS THE “GOLD 
OF THE MAGI.” THINK IT 
OVER CAREFULLY. THERE IS 
SO LITTLE TIME. 


Be assured your money will be 
well spent. Our auditors inform 
us that we spend approximately 
98% cents out of each of your 
dollars on the apostolate, and 
something like 1% cents on our- 
selves, for food, heat, and such. 


It is on the streets of broken 
human dreams that despair be- 
gins in the hearts of men... there 
the chinks appear that allow 
Atheistic Communism to come in. 
We are the menders of BROKEN 
DREAMS. We go to those shabby 
tragic “broken dream streets” 
just to mend them, Your money 
will give us all that is needful to 
put dreams... holy dreams ‘“‘to- 
gether again.” 


A HAPPY, HOLY CHRISTMAS 
TO YOU ALL WHO LOVE 





Many more thousands are needed 


CHRIST SO MUCH! 





COMBERMERE DIARY 


It must have been that our wish 
or prayer for an Indian Summer 
was answered, as we enjoyed a 
very wonderful fall—winterized. 

The center of attraction is still 
the new men’s dormitory — St. 
Goupil’s. The foundation and cel- 
lar walls have been poured for the 
60’ x 28’ building. It took our boys 
all of one Saturday to mix and 
pour the cement. 

The mail has had a special in- 
terest during these weeks—in the 
field reports that we received from 
the B, concerning her visitation 
to Marian Centre in Edmonton 
and Maryhouse in the Yukon. We 
rejoiced to learn of the expansion 
that is going on in the Yukon 
with the addition of a renovated 
barracks that will become Saint 
Joseph’s Hostel. Letters from 
Oregon and Arizona also make 
enthralling reading. 

Have we told you of the addi- 
tion to the roster of names to 
Scappy’s family? The three brown 
puppies are known as Johnny, 
Franky, and Clare. 

We also es getting a first 
hand description of the work in 
the field from Father Callahan 
when he returned from Edmon- 
ton and the Yukon early in 
November. 

Some of the Staff are ardently 
hoping that before the deep snow 
comes, we will be able to have our 
own little ski run at St. Ann’s 
Farm. (P.S. They are also hoping 
that there may be some donations 
of skis or skates or ski poles 
from their friends! ) 

The corners of the house look 
like Santa Claus’ workshop these 
last few weeks — what with get- 
ting ready to take care of 1,000 
school children with presents and 
gifts and toys. We wish that you 
could share our happiness in dis- 
tributing the fruits of your gen- 
erosity. 

And may this special season of 
the year bring you the greatest 
fruits of all — the ones that we 
strive for and which we have en- 
graven upon our Staff Workers 
Crosses — namely, PEACE and 
CHARITY. 
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God Of The Lonely 
We Have Need Of You 


By Eleanore James 











“Little children, yet a little 
while I am with you... Whither 
I go you cannot come .. . But be- 
cause I have spoken these things, 
sorrow hath filled your hearts.” 
(John 13:33, 16:6). 

There was loneliness in Christ’s 
voice as He spoke these words at 
the Last Supper. He had spent 
three years teaching, admonish- 
ing and lavishing His love upon 
the twelve and His human heart 


means of sanctification. Our 
hearts can bow low in a reverent 
Sanctus! Sanctus! Sanctus! And 
their lonely depths can become a 
Holy of Holies, the sanctuary of 
God! 

There are souls whose self- 
control is a source of loneliness 
for them. Their emotions are deep 
but their emotional stability has 
attained a high degree of matur- 
ity. By delicately harmonizing 
spiritual and physical sensitivity 
with exquisite self-control they 
are fashioned for pain and suffer- 
ing. Then, when pain comes in, it 
is great pain. 

Support The Shock 

Those who are self-controlled 
can suffer most, and most silent- 
ly. They do not experience alle- 
viation of their sufferings in 





felt sadness in leaving His own. 
He knew one would betray Him. 
He knew the others would be like 
lost children when He was no| 
longer there to encourage them, | 
or to remind them in their trials | 
that “the disciple is not above his 
master.” (Luke 6:40). 
A Bit Worldly 

Although they loved Him dear- 
ly, they were not without their) 
human faults and a certain a-| 
mount of ambition for earthly 
glory. They were like the seventy- | 
two disciples who rejoiced in their | 


spoken words, nor in tears. They 
cannot weep in public. And this 
lack of exterior sorrow deprives 
them of sympathetic understand- 
ing. 
This is their great loneliness, a 
loneliness they sometimes mask 
with wit or humor. There is for- 
titude in the brave humor of a 
lonely soul patiently cheerful in 
its suffering. 

St. Thomas says more strength 
is required for suffering and en- 
durance than for action. “To 


attack is to throw oneself into} 


peril, but to support the shock is 


power over satan, and to whom | more difficult, more perfect.” To 


Christ said, ‘Rejoice not in this, 
that spirits are subject unto you; 
but that your names are written 
in heaven.” (Luke 10:20). 

They were yet to learn that 
“Blessed are they that have not 
seen, and have believed.” (John 
22:29). 

Christ gave Himself, all that He 
was completely and utterly, as He 
gives Himself to us to-day. And 
He wanted them, as He does us, 
to believe in and love Him more, 
for what He was than for what 
He gave. 

It is not so much what we DO 
that matters; it is what we ARE! 

Unless our activity is the over- 


flowing of a will, motivated by) 


goodness and strengthened by 


singleness of purpose directed to| 


God, it counts for nothing in the 
reaping of our eternal destiny or 
in the salvation of other souls. | 

Us — Not Our Work | 

A modern spiritual writer, Ed-| 
ward Leen, states this truth with 
exquisite clarity. “God is more 
interested in ourselves than in 
our work. The work serves as a 
means to us rather than we as a 
means to the work. God knows 
full well that if we become what 
He intends we should, through 
the action of life’s events on us, | 
then our passage through this) 
world will become, in a mysterious 
way, a most potent influence in 
the diffusion of God’s kingdom on 
earth, and in the extension of the| 
reign of Jesus Christ in the souls} 
of men.” 

Suffering, and particularly 
physical suffering, tends to isolate 
us from our fellow-beings. Those 
who are ill often experience the 
sense of futility in their lives, 
They feel they have been stripped 
of the sense of achievement, of the 
joy of accomplishment, and there 
is left only a void, a deep loneli- 
ness. But self-emptying can be 
turned into self-filling and self- 
giving, and self-giving is world 
embracing. 

Love Is Power 

Love is greatest when it is com- 
plete self-giving and stripped of 
all sense of achievement, all re- 
ward. It can encircle and hold 
the world as no armies of nations 
ever can or will. 

As love brings out the best in 
anyone, so love will bring out the 
best in the peoples of the earth, 
and -unite them in one great 
family. 

Humility bespeaks. love. Love 
fosters humility. The truly hum- 
ble can rule with success. Theirs is 
a strength which exhibits the for- 
titude of endurance through a 
gentle forbearance with others. 
Theirs is a resourcefulness which 
displays decisive action in those 
crises which call upon the ener- 
gies of a strong will wisely and 
rightly directed. 

Even those unable to partici- 
pate in any external activity can 
enrich the world by their love, and 
strengthen the weak by the power 
of their humility. This is the 
lighted candle that brightens 
their long nights of loneliness. In 
its warm glow they radiate some- 
thing of its wholesome cheer, its 
dancing gladness. 

The Salt Seas 

To experience loneliness in the 
midst of those with whom we live, 
to stand at the cross-roads of the 
world’s highways alone among 
the bustling throng, is to exper- 
ience the ebb and tide of an ocean 
of bitterness. 

It is in our power — in the 
almost terrible liberty of our will 
-— to endure with bitterness, and 
as something we cannot escape, 
all life’s experiences, to seal our 
hearts against all beauty and all 
love, and render them barren of 
all fruits of virtue. It is also in our 
pos to accept and embrace lov- 

gly the same experiences as a 





|support the shock alone, unaided 
by human help is to display for- 
titude. 

| Loneliness, comes into our lives, 
|often that we may better realize 
|our capacity for infinite love. The 
void that loneliness leaves in our 
| hearts can be filled only with the 
}infinite — God Himself. When 
failure besets us on every side, 
when our brightest hopes fade like 


we love have been taken from us, 
or have forsaken us, that desire 
for infinite love cries out. And 
God comes silently and gently 
into our lives to answer us. 


aa 








OUR LADY VISITS US 


(Continued from Page One)- 
uncle and he would take care of 
the Bishop. “Now you go up the 
hill; and in those barren rocks 
you will find a flowering rose 
bush. Pick the flowers and bring 
them to me.” Juan got the roses, 
filled his tilma with them, and 
brought them to the Lady. She 
arranged them with her own 
hands, folded up his apron, and 
sent him on his way. 

Our Lady’s Picture 

The Bishop’s servants, trying 
to see what Juan had, managed 
to catch a glimpse of some roses 
and reported the same to His 
Grace. So this time Juan was im- 
mediately ushered into the 
bishop’s presence. Dropping the 


/corners of his apron, Juan let the 


roses fall to the floor! 

The bishop fell on his knees, 
staring at the apron Juan was 
wearing. Looking down, Juan saw 
the picture of the Lady, just as 
he had seen her, painted on his 
tilma! 

That is how it all began. The 
painting has been carefully ex- 
amined, in the last 400 years and 
more, by hundreds of artists and 
scientists. So many different types 
of paint and methods of applica- 
tion are used that it baffles the 
imagination, not to mention, of 
course, the crude cloth upon 
which it was painted! More re- 
markable yet is the fact that 
today the colors are just as vivid, 
and the cloth just as fresh as it 
was on that fateful day! 

The church examines all these 
things before giving her approval. 
When Pope Benedict XIV heard 
the report he knelt before a copy 
of the picture, and cried, “He hath 
not done in like manner to every 
nation.” This has become’ the 
motto of Our Lady of Guadalupe. 

The Popes Love Her 

This Pope personally composed 
the Mass and Office of Our Lady. 
Pope Leo XIII, who proclaimed 
her Queen of Latin America; St. 
Pius X, who called her the Pat- 
roness of the Americas; Benedict 
XV, who proclaimed her Protect- 
ress of the Pontiff; Pius XI, who 
by special permit allowed her 
picture to be hung in the Glory 
of Bernini (the only picture of 
Our Lady so honored); and Pius 
XII, who had her crowned with 
an imperial crown, and proclaim- 
ed her Empress of the Western 
Hemisphere, all have shown the 
Church’s attitude towards the 
apparition of Our Lady. 

What is even more epg 
is the effect of this apparition on 
the people of Mexico. Conversions 
to Christianity, which had been 
slow, multiplied so rapidly as to 
be miraculous. (The causes of this 
rapid conversion will be explained 
in next month’s Restoration.) 
Nowhere in the world will a 
greater devotion be found to Our 
Lady than among the Mexican 
people. 

Every church, every home must 
have its picture of Guadalupana. 
Any girl who receives her moth- 
er’s porcelain pendant of Nuestra 
Senora de Guadalupe has received 





smoke in the wind, when those} 


a priceless treasure. 
The People Love Her 

The Communists passed laws 
outlawing religion. They killed 
priests and sisters. They closed 
churches. They forbade any re- 
ligious demonstrations. But they 
never closed the Basilica of Guad- 
alupe. They didn’t dare. They 
feared it would cause a revolu- 
tion. A bomb thrown at the pic- 
ture shattered the altar, twisted 
a large crucifix of bronze, but 
didn’t even crack the glass in 
front of the picture! All else they 
might take away but they could 
not take Our Lady from Her 
children! 7 

But why should this be limited 
to Mexico? Is not Mexico closer 
than Lourdes, than Fatima? 

When Our Lady appeared, there 
was no United States, no Canada. 
North America was one big con- 
tinent populated by her children 
to whom she appeared as one of 
them. What then is it that keeps 
us from honoring her as we 
should? Doesn’t it look like we 
need a “‘Mother’s Day” for our 
Lady? 

Certainly it is not her message 
that repels us. Nowhere in her 
message is there reproach, no- 
where does she ask tremendous 
things from us. Read the quota- 
tion again. ‘‘My son, my little son! 
It is my wish that a church be 
built to me in this place to bear 
witness to my love, my compas- 
sion, my help, my protection. Here 
I will show myself a loving Moth- 
er to you, and to all born in these 
lands, and to all those who love 
me and trust in me, for I am 
your loving Mother!” 


And She Loves Us 


| Even more pointed are the 
iwords with which she reassured 








him when he was worried about 
his uncle. “Listen my little son. 
There is nothing which you need 
fear. Do not be anxious about 
this illness or any other iliness or 
affliction. Am I not here beside 
you, your merciful Mother? Am 
I not your hope and salvation? 
Of what more do you have need?” 
And to prove her words, while 
Juan went to the bishop, she 
appeared to the uncle and cured 
him. 

No reproaches, no word except, 
“Love me. Be my children and 
let me Love you.” Has any other 
land been so treated by Our Lady? 

Her feast is December 12th. 
This is the prayer the Trappist 
monks at the Monastery of Our 
Lady of Guadalupe say each 
night. 

“Our Lady of Guadalupe, Mys- 
tical Rose, make intercession for 
Holy Church, protect the Sov- 
ereign Pontiff, help all those who 
invoke you in their necessities. 
And since You are the ever Virgin 
Mary, and Mother of the true God, 
obtain for us from thy most holy 
Son the grace of keeping our faith, 
of sweet hope in the midst of the 
bitterness of life, of burning char- 
ity, and the precious gift of final 
perseverance. Amen.” ” 
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FATHERS, GIVE US YOUR 


(Continued from Page One) 
final sanction of the Sacred Con- 
gregation of Religious, under 
whom the Holy Father has placed 
us. 

Our Vigils 

Our cloisters are the busy alleys 
and byways of the world. Our bells 
are the eternal noises of its many 
sleepless streets and boulevards. 
Our “hours” are chanted in the 
songs of a stew boiling for long 
lines of hungry men; in the clank- 
ing of coat hangers, on which we 
put the clothing sent to us for 

he poor, and from which we take 

them down to distribute them; 
and in the words with which we 
try to soothe the alcoholic, or 
quiet the prostitute, or hush into 
consolation the human flotsam 
and jetsam of that worldly sea 
that beats forever in huge waves 
at our every door. (And every door 
is badly hinged. How can you keep 
in repair a door that opens every 
other second?) 

Our vigils are endless conver- 
sations about God and the thin 
of God, talks with the young, with 
the bewildered and hurt, with 
people in need who do not realize 
— or who forget — that we may 
be weary, and already eaten up 
by others in need. Our vi 





sometimes take the form of tra- 





veling swiftly, half-asleep perhaps 
and dead-tired, through stormy 
and moonless nights, over bad 
pavements or rugged country 
roads, to nurse the sick or pray 
at the beds of the dying. 

Contemplation for us? Well 
may you, wondering at our beg- 
ging the alms of your prayers 
for such a strange intention, ask 
how we came to beg it! Well 
may you stand silent and per- 
turbed on the doorstep of your 
monastery, ready to give but not 
quite understanding why we 
should ask just for this when we 
might ask so many other gifts of 
you! 

Wait, Please! 

Tarry a wee bit longer, please, 
dear Fathers and Brothers. Listen 
to our tired voices for just a few 
more minutes. Let us lay our ex- 
hausted heads against the jam 
of your hallowed doorway — or 
slump at your feet and rest our- 
selves within the presence of your 
healing persons. For we must 
answer your unspoken question, 
your hidden wonder at this odd 
request. We must tell you “why.” 

We traveled far, to come to you 
for this tremendous boon. 

You know our terrible, our 
utter poverty. Naked we stand 
before the Lord of Hosts, we who 
are sent to show His radiant face 
to others. 

How can we do this, unless we 
too behold it, even “as in a glass 
darkly.” 

Don’t you see? We shall not be 
able to bring Him to others, unless 
we ourselves start on that inward 
journey where man meets God! 

Our souls hunger for the silence 
which is His speech. We are, be- 
lieve it or not, ready to plunge 
into the abyss of the Absolute, 
even as you. We know that if we 
do not, we shall soon lie in the 
dust of many roads, broken in- 
struments of God, which He will 
not be able to use in His immense 
cloister — the world — in which 
we have our being, but to which 
we do not belong. 

Lift up, dear Trappist Fathers 
and Brothers of ours, your silent 
voices that we may begin to pray 
prayers of contemplation, that we 
may know how to be silent in the 
pregnancy of our love... and give 
birth to this all-consuming love, 
still in the silence of the Lord. 


It Must Be Done! 

It can be done. It must be done. 
Otherwise the Lay Apostolate will 
perish without bearing fruits. You 
see that, don’t you? 

You, whose ears know the wis- 
dom of silence, and of “‘apartness” 
... pray that we may know it too. 
For it seems to us that we and 
you are so very close in spirit! 
How often, walking the dim lit 
corridors of city streets have we 
not taken courage in realizing 
that at the same hour you walk 
your dim lit corridors to begin 
your silent prayerful day! How 
many times have we not gone on 
... When flesh and spirit rebelled 
against the heavy load of sin we 
must deal with . . . because your 
lives became a beacon of light to 
us, and we held on to it in prayer! 

Oh! Holy Fathers and Brothers 
who dwell in the great silence of 
the Lord . . . you do know the 
poverty I speak of. Then pray for 
us. We have such need of becom- 
ing contemplatives! We above all 
others. The world must hear the 
voice of God through us! 

We stand at your door and 
knock . . . and we sincerely beg 
your prayers. You who try with 
such love to enter the holy temple 
of God’s silence, where all wisdom 
and truth become clear, pray that 
we may follow you! 

Silence In The Mart 

Pray that we may answer in full 
the call of the Holy Father for 
an increase in our ranks. Beg for 
us the gift of the prayer of silence, 
that we may bring it into the 
feverish market place, where lost 
men seek only the treasures that 
vanish while their hands close on 
them. 

You know that men cannot live 
by bread alone. But how can we 
feed them anything else, unless 
we ourselves are at rest at the 
Lord’s feet? It can be done! It 
must be done! We of the Secular 
Institute of Domus Dominae (Ma- 
donna House) must slowly learn 
the silent prayer of contempla- 
tion, learn it and continue it in 
the heat of all the days... in the 
noise of every street God gives us 
for a cloister. 

You will pray, won’t you, for 
this grace, this gift, to come to 
us? Let not our abysmal spiritual 
poverty frighten you. It will be 
filled and overflowing when we 
begin to understand that con- 
templation is our vocation too. 

We are beginning to under- 
stand this. That is why we have 
shattered your holy silence with 
this knock at your heavy doors. 
God bless you! 

—Catherine Doherty. 





| GOD'S TIME 


By Diane Zdunich 





Time is an explosion of Love from 
the depths of eternity, 

from the heart of Infinity, 

from the life of the Trinity. 

Time is God pouring Himself into 
all that He has made; 

God creating; 

God sustaining; 

God renewing; 

Love fulfilling Love’s mission. 


Time is a song 

flung freely from the heart of 
Love, 

yet rooted there; 

A Hosanna 

which these Three have sung 
aloud, 

Which Their own joy of the 
knowledge of Themselves 

has bade them shed outside 
Themselves. 


Time is that same song 
Which These Three sing 
Now in creation. 


There are some who say 

That time passes too slowly 

And some that time passes too 
quickly. 

But this cannot be, 

For all of time together is one 
song 

Sung by the Maker Himself; 

And surely 

He has not set the rhythm 

too fast 

Nor too slow! 
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LOVE LETTER 


(Continued from Page One) 


every department of our govern- 
ment — and in many of our 
private homes? “Yes dear — cer- 
tainly dear — you’re absolutely 
right, dear.” Well — in Hollywood 
Yes Men get real money.) 

There were fat grubs and suck- 
ling beetles in the trees above; but 
the idiot bird didn’t seem to care 
about that. He didn’t bother even 
to look. He kept attacking the 
lumber with an amazing and a 
growing fury. The madder he got 
the more fiercely he worked his 
bill. You are most kind to wood- 
peckers, God, giving them such 
tough beaks. But this one must 
have blunted the one You gave 
him. Or he may be dead of frus- 
tration — or even indigestion, for 
there were bits of concrete in the 
boards he tried to drill. 

I mention him because he re- 
minded me of a visitor who once 
kept asking questions about our 
boys and girls. He thought there 
was something “irregular” in 
their being raised together, even 
in such a holy atmosphere. Cath- 
erine answered him gently. It was 
good, Lord, that I was not here. 
I do not think I should have been 
gentle. 

They Love God 

“In the twenty-six years of this 
apostolate,” she said, “there has 
never been the least suggestion of 
anything irregular. The boys and 
girls do fall in love, sometimes. 
Then they marry. We have had 
many wonderful marriages. But 
usually they love God, and fall 
deeper and deeper in love with 
him. 

“Eventually each and every one 
of us, boys and girls, will take 
vows of poverty, chastity, and 
obedience. In the meantime we 
live in the sirit of these vows. 

“It is normal for boys and girls 
to be raised together in a good 
Catholic family. This is a very 
good Catholic family. So is the 
family in Edmonton. So is the 
family in the Yukon. The hearts 
of our boys and girls are pure, and 
they shall see God. To the pure 
all things are pure.” 

Maybe that woodpecker went 
elsewhere too, Lord, looking for 
insects or worms. I don’t know. 
I think he still does not like us. 
Please show him Your love, and 
let the light of truth shine on him. 

Thank You, God, for sending us 
these boys and girls. You write to 
us in each of them. You write in 
beauty. Each one is a love letter 
addressed to this house of Your 
mother. How am I ever going to 
begin paying the staggering debt 
of love I owe You? 

Your loving crumb, Eddie. 





DONT BE AFRAID 


Rev. Eugene Cullinane 











There is no gift too great 
To make; 

There is no step too steep 
To take: 

There is no pain or sacrifice 
Too nice 

To offer Him 

Who loved your soul so much 
That He could scarcely wait 
For nails to penetrate 

His hands 

Upon the cross. 

He did not think the loss 
Of life itself 

Too great a price 

To pay in sacrifice 

For you. 


This Man Who loves you so 
Is not a fool; 

He knows far more 

Than any human school 
Could ever teach. 

This Man is God. 

He is Himself the Truth 
Come down to earth: 

He knows what you are worth. 
The time has come 

For you to turn 

And face the Truth. 

The time has come 

For you to give Him 

All you have 

Of life and youth. 


Don’t be afraid! 


Is He not worth 

At least the gift 

Of all you are 

So far 

In life— 

Of all that you might be 
If you would let Him take 
And make 

Of you 

What He 

From all eternity, 

Has wanted you to be? 
Can you not part 

With what is in your heart 
For love of Him 

Who chose to 

With life itse 

So He could give to you, 
Oh precious soul, 

The bleeding heart 

Of God? 

De 

At once from self 

And all the cunning art 
It knows 

For seeking out itself. 


Don’t be afraid! 

Tear down the barricade 
That keeps you in 

And keeps out, 


Don’t be afraid! 


Each day 

That you delay 
To pay 

For love of Him 
The price He paid 
For love of you 
You do undo 
Somehow 

The death of God. 
Don’t hesitate. 
Now is the time 
For that sublime 


Unending date 

You have with Him, 
It never is too late. 
All you have to do 
Is to surrender you 
To Him. 


Rise 

To the heights of love! 
Take up the cross 

I’m speaking of. 

Then, and only then, 
You’ll know 

The joy and ecstasy 

Of His most hidden mystery: 
You'll feel and touch 

And know the meaning of 
His tender love 

For you. 


It is for this 

That God was made 
Into a man; 

It is for this 

That Love was laid 
Upon a cross. 

It is for this, 

And this alone, 
That you were made. 


Don’t be afraid! 
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